Voices from the empty well
in the road of lazy days
and the cart of life
is in danger.
From childhood into childhood,
from stomach of darkness
into stomach of darkness:
'Again birth and again death.1
We heard, open are the doors
of lunatic asylums,
we heard, invisible dams .are brokeo,
floods are gushing,
the filthy canal is overflowing.
O Man, what have you done?
Remember your actions,
remember the past,
remember your actions.
The stormy gale of doom
ID the endless ocean,
the sinking boat
with holes in the bottom,
the journey of life
in the dark night,
the sun, never coming out,
the traveller cannot wait.
Alone, all alone,
man is advancing
through the flames, through the flames
in an unknown direction.